into the throng. "Are these your men and can you trust them ? If so,
you had best act promptly if you would save your father."
In a face white with distress Prosperous lips parted to ask a question:
"My mother?"
"With your father.  Sharing his prison."
"Forward, then. My men shall open me a way to the palace. I will
see the Admiral at once."
"The Admiral? Doria?" In his scorn, Scipione almost laughed.
"As well make your appeal to Fregoso himself. It is Doria who has
proclaimed him" Doge. Words won't avail here, my Prospero. This
calls for action. Swift and prompt. The French troops in the Castel-
letto are not more than fifty, and the gates are open. This is your
opportunity, so that you are sure of these men of yours."
Prospero beckoned Cattaneo forward and gave an order. It was
passed swiftly and quietly along the ranks, and soon that martial
phalanx was writhing itself a way out of the press that hemmed it in.
To go forward was impossible. It remained only to retreat and to take
another road to the heights whence the Castelletto dominated the city.
IV.   THE CASTELLETTO
on the balcony the new Doge was resuming his harangue; and
because the stir of Prospero's troop was not accomplished without
some roughness and some noise, the mob would have passed from
protests to menaces and perhaps to violence but for the formidable
glitter of that compact and full-armed body.
They won out at last and gained the less encumbered spaces before
the Cathedral, where, however, they still had to breast the stream of
townsfolk advancing in the opposite direction. Beyond that space, as
they ascended a steep street leading to the Campetto, they moved more
freely and in orderly formation, their pikes at the slope. Active inter-
ference with them none dared to venture. But more than once,
recognized for the foreign troops of Prospero Adorno, responsible for
the harsh measures of that day, jeers and insults greeted and followed
them from some of those who had been repressed. Answering taunt
with laughing taunt as they marched, they pressed on, Prospero in the
rear with Scipicme, his countenance white and wicked.
In the Campetto they were met by another of Prospero's captains*
who with some sixty men he had assembled was on his way downhill
in quest of the main body. Thus when at last Prospero reached the red
walls of the Castelletto, flushed now by the setting sun, he brought at
his heels a force more than two hundred strong.
The arched gateway yawned open, and they went through at the
double. The men who sprang forth to challenge them as their
accelerated steps clattered past the gatehouse were swept aside like
twigs on the edges of a torrent.
In the courtyard, one half of which lay already in shadow, m ore
men confronted them, and the officer in charge, a Provencal of
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